They may talk as they will of the dead languages. Our
auxiliary verbs give us a power which the ancients, with all
their varieties of mood, and inflections of tense, never could
attain. 'It must be written in a book,' said I, encouraged
by her manner. The mood was the same, the tense was the
same; but the gradation of meaning was marked in a way
which a Greek or Latin grammarian might have envied as
well as admired.
1 Pshaw ! nonsense ! stuff P said my wife's eldest sister,
who was sitting at the right hand of the Bhow Begum; 'I
say, write it in a book indeed P My wife's youngest sister
was sitting diagonally opposite to the last speaker; she lifted
up her eyes and smiled. It was a smile which expressed the
same opinion as the late vituperative tones; there was as
much of incredulity in it; but more of wonder and less of
vehemence.
My wife was at my left hand, making a cap for her young-
est daughter, and with her tortoiseshell-paper work-box
before her. I turned towards her, and repeated the words,
'It must be written in a book !' But I smiled while I was
speaking, and was conscious of that sort of meaning in my
eyes which calls out contradiction for the pleasure of sporting
with it.
'Write it in a book Pshe replied, 'I am sure you won't;
and she looked at me with a frown. Poets have written
much upon their ladies' frowns, but I do not remember that
they have ever described the thing with much accuracy.
When my wife frowns, two perpendicular wrinkles, each
three quarters of an inch in length, are formed in the fore-
head, the base of each resting upon the top of the nose, and
equidistant from each other. The poets have also attributed
dreadful effects to the frown of those whom they love. I
cannot say that I ever experienced anything very formidable
in my wife's. At present she knew her eyes would give the
lie to it if they looked at me steadily for a moment; so they
wheeled to the left about quick, off at a tangent, in a direc-
tion to the Bhow Begum, and then she smiled. She could
not prevent the smile; but she tried to make it scornful.
My wife's nephew was sitting diagonally with her, and
opposite his mother, on the left hand of the Bhow Begum.